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" I'm sure that Miss Sally of yours must be one of the sweetest
ladies in the whole wide world,1' Julia might say at such a ume. " I
just know you're going to have a happy, happy life with her, because
you're so devoted to argument yourself; and'from what you tell rue
about her, she can argue even you down anv da\. Does she ever kind
of squeak and squeal when she argues ? And 'does that get you to
walking up and down the floor and cussin5 ? Xo. I s'pose not. because
you ain't married to her yet I Ah yes, Oliver lamb ; I always aid
hear those New England ladies were mighty sweet. They tell me some-
times the neighbours had to take Jem out an' dip *ern in the river in
a ducking-stool, they hollered so much at their husbands."
Julia'd finish such a bit of humour with a burst of musical laughter,
lean her cheek against my shoulder for just an instant, leap up lightly
and run away laughing, mocking me.
She lost no opportunity to convince me, both by hints and by
direct statements, that I could never get to the seacoast from the
Wilderness Trail ; that I was a fool to go back to the insanities of
war wrhen the peace and security of Kentucky lay before me.
There were times when she half seriously seemed to be trying to
arouse my cupidity.
" You want to know what kind of a house me and my papa going
to have in Kentucky, Oliver duck ? " she'd ask. " Right smack in the
middle of twenty thousand acres we're going to have a house as big
as one os those ancient old palaces of King George's, and a big silver
punch-bowl always filled on the hall table. We'll have a whole
mountain range of woods that gentlemen can go hunting in, and
horses for fox huntin9 and racin', and lashin's and lashin's of nigras
to wait on us. We'll have Maryland cookin*, like there ain't any any-
.where else, and Papa's going to start a bank. Yes, there'll be plenty
of everything for anybody Papa and I like, but they'd pretty soon have
to begin being mighty sweet to us if we're going to like *em much I
" You're a right pleasant gentleman some ways, Oliver pet, but
you don't often come right out and be sweet. What's the matter?
Swallered a prickly porcupine or something ? Or maybe just thinking
of that little prickly, seven-year rebel that got herself frozen to that
old frozen hill up in that frozeri-up old New England of yours ! "
Usually she waited for nightfall to sing the praises of Kentucky
to me. There was a soft smokiness to the night air in those long valleys
to the eastward of the Blue Ridge ; and the moon, when there was
one, was a glowing scarlet, like a flame seen through crimson silk*
What with Julia's coquetries, the red moon, the sweet smokiness
of the air, and that persistent habit of hers of leaning close, I didn't
always find it the easiest thing in the world to seem as frost-bitfceu as
she made me out to be.